THE    SIDE-ROADS

urban centres with increasing rapidity. Think of the
Great West Road ten years ago and now! It was virgin
country with orchards; it might have been a string of
pretty villages; it is now a jerry-builder's wilderness.
Think of the even-newer Watford By-Pass, full of
Baronial Halls and Cosy Palaces with new graves for
peace and beauty being dug daily! Spirits of Adam
Smith, Peel, Arkwright and Hargreaves behold your
work! Spirit of Pugin, never come back to revisit these
glimpses but keep company in the shades with Ruskin,
Morris and the strong men before Agamemnon! But
spirit of the Reverend Mr. Malthus, return to smile
sardonically at the generations which have followed you
and pullulate in these many-millioned towns without
outlet!

I walked on, down a long tree-bordered hill, with the
great dark branches of the trees motionless and a
powder of golden sunlight coming between them in
shafts as in an eighteenth-century landscape. It is still a
peaceful road, with little to offend the eye; most of the
westward traffic goes through Romsey.

The side-roads off it would be more peaceful still,
and there is this compensation for great main roads
(if not for the unholy messes that are made along them
while officialdom turns its back and prosecutes people
for selling chocolates five minutes after hours), that
they do canalize motor-traffic, most of the drivers
preferring to dash as fast and as far as possible. In a
way main-roads may be regarded as main drains for
motorists; a man who chooses his roads carefully.